alnfost at once contained this time a categorical refusal
No exaltation now. . . . And, as if she could be cool and
collected enough precisely when it was of no use, she
did not waste time now in futile digressions. The con-
ditions she laid down were tabulated. She would marry
him: (1) when their future was assured; (2) when it
was perfectly clear that her mother would never con-
sent to their marriage; (3) when Monsieur Varambaud
had made it plain that for his part he did not object;
(4) when' Michel himself had finally decided that he
still wanted to marry her. There could be no question
of experiment for them. Their engagement must be
irrevocable. There must be no question of her having
to return to her mother after a week or two for any
reason whatsoever. . , .
As it was nearly dinner-time the maid had not waited
for an answer: all means of communication was thus
cut off until next day. What a dreadful evening was in
store for him! After his meal he went out. But rather
than approach Catherine's house, that house which
was at once her prison and her refuge from him, he
wandered along the dunes, gazing out over the empti-
ness of that vast and endless stretch of beach, whose
silence was deepened by the far-off murmur of the sea.
He turned back and went home and to bed. When he
had blown out his candle the room was still faintly
illumined by the gas-light shining in through the open
shutters from the street lamp fixed to the corner of
the house.
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